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the hand of a rock-n-roll band 


Author's Notes: 
"cause you said the brains | had went to my head." 


"Does this look like blood to you?" 
Liam pads barefoot and damp across the room, fresh from the shower wearing only a terrycloth robe, 
process of dressing interrupted by sight of suspicious stain on the back of laundered shirt he'd intended to 


wear. 


"| wish YOU didn't." Noel snaps, propping his guitar against an ottoman and outstretching open hands for a 
round of Fun With Forensics. "Give it here." 


Liam tosses the shirt at him, and as Noel grasps the green-and-grey striped cloth his annoyed scowl morphs 


to an arch, knowing grin. 


"rs blood, all right" Noel stands up from the couch, spreads his arms in a crucifixion posture and declares 


beatifically: "My blood, which was shed for you and for many." 
It's Liam's turn for vexed voice. "When were YOU wearing MY shirt?" 


Noel throws article as well as acerbic attitude back at him, and Liam fumbles the catch on both. Bending to 
retrieve his shirt from the floor, he fails to grasp the implications of Noel's next words. 


"What're we, girlfriends? | don't wear your fucking clothes.” 
"But you BLEED on them? What the hell, Noel?" 


Noel advances toward his brother with unsettling enough intensity to cause Liam an involuntary step backward 
before he squares his shoulders and stands his ground, puzzling the unbidden stab of shame stirred by Noel's 


expression. 


"Take that look from off your face." Liam imagines it a command, but Noel hears a plea. ".and tell me what's 


going on" 


Noel halts within striking distance and speaks with mocking tenderness. "Aww, poor little Liam doesn't 
remember?" He touches tip of tongue teasingly to the half-healed fine fissure in his lower lip before taunting: 


"| do." 


At once Liam does, too, and the weird guilt makes sudden sense. His flesh burns with blush as his brain blazes 
with memories. The plum..the pleasure..the pain.the sock.the NERVE of Noel standing there smirking about it. 


"Fuck you!" Liam throws a furious fist, but Noel was ready for retaliation and sidesteps neatly, dipping his 


shoulder to slam it into Liam's chest and send his unbalanced brother into an ungainly sprawl onto the sofa. 


"You have that SO backward" Noel looms over Liam, watching as he pulls the disarrayed robe to cover his 
momentarily exposed cock (which, Noel notes, has begun to thicken within thicket of dense, dark hair). "Perhaps 


you require a refresher course." 


Liam knows he's in an extremely indefensable position, nearly naked and very vulnerable, but he nonetheless 
barks bravado. "If you touch me | won't just bust your mouth this time, I'll knock your teeth down your fuckin’ 
throat." 


"Not from THERE, you won't" Noel's enjoying superior vantage granting position of power, and he fancies Liam 
likes it as well as he does. "Tell you what." he proposes, laying a forefinger upon his cheek as if in serious 


contemplation "DESCRIBE how it felt when | took you, and maybe | won't need to do it again" 


"No." Liam flatly refuses, but is unable to avoid remembering as he seethes in the strange juxtaposition of 


feeling simultaneously impotent and impassioned. 


“That's what you said last time." Noel smiles cruelly. "Remind me.how'd that work out for you?" 


"Tell YOU what." Liam sneers "I MIGHT let you blow me again if you ask REAL nice and get down on your 


knees." 


Noel briefly entertains the fantasy of doing exactly that, just to prove he's not embarassed like Liam clearly 
is, but no.that would be TOO easy. Liam needs to learn to WORK for what he wants. Besides, he'd love a review 
of his debut. 


"Tell me about THAT, then" Noel allows nonchalantly, although he's dying to hear.. "Was it the BEST you've ever 
had?" 


It actually WAS, Liam recalls (although the novelty might have had a lot to do with how intensely he'd enjoyed 
it), but he'll be damned if Noel needs to hear it. He deliberately directs gaze upon the tentpole pushing against 
the front of Noel's basketball shorts. 


"Looks like YOU liked it more than | did." 


Noel leans down and slaps that leer from Liam's lips, drawing back swiftly as a striking viper to narrowly elude 
Liam's attempt at snatching his hand to drag him down. Smart mouth smarting, Liam plants fists into 


upholstery and starts to stand. 


"STAY." Noel raps, as if to a naughty dog, and Liam makes no further move to mobilize. He contemplates 
commanding Liam to suck HIS dick, but wisely realizes that would place him in a position for which he's 
unprepared. Flicking attention to the juncture of Liam's thighs beneath the robe, he discerns his brother's no 


less aroused than he is. 
"Same deal?" Noel offers. "Get sucked, get fucked?" 


Liam would love nothing more than to feel his brother's mouth upon him right now, but can't admit it. "Why 
would | want YOU? I've got a date tonight" 


Noel slowly, gracefully, sinks to his knees between Liam's, sliding hands along cushions to meet behind the small 
of his brother's back, drawing hips forward. "So? Sally can wait." 


Shelly." Liam corrects, fighting conflicting urges. He longs to deflate Noel's ego and erection with a rude 


rejection, but aches for skillful sensation. 


Noel knows damn well it's "Sally" (he's always kept better track of his slutty brother's flavor-of-the-week 
women than Liam does himself), but whatever.LET the twat call her by another bimbo's name. Feeling the belt 
of Liam's robe beneath his interlaced fingers, Noel unclasps hands and slides them apart along the cord's length 
to rejoin at the loosely tied knot in front. He can, and does, take Liam's rampant rigidity as a standing ovation 


for his previous command performance, but enacting an encore requires request.. 


"If you want me, YOU have to ".ask REAL nice." " Noel throws Liam's words back into his face as he toys 
with the belt but does not untie it. 


"Bastard." Liam whispers, which becomes a gasp as Noel gives the knot a sharp jerk, deftly pulling it apart to 
throw open the robe, baring his brother's body before him. 


"That's not very nice at ALL" he chides, breathing in aroma of Irish Spring lightly laced with lust. Deeply 
desiring display of dominance and mastery of craft, Noel nonetheless doesn't deign to commence without 


concession. 


Liam exhibitioristically exalts in his exposure, gauging from greedy gaze Noel obviously approves of the view. 
"Go ahead" he urges "I know you want to." 


"What | WANT.." Noel inclines head toward the tip of Liam's swollen prick until his mouth is close enough to 
breathe hotly upon it as eyes remain fixed on his brother's tormented visage ".is for you to ASK” 


Thrilling thought of Noel swallowing his load can't quite induce Liam to swallow his pride. "| won't” He glares, 
slipping a hand down to wrap around his shaft, noting that although Noel recoils out of his reach he remains 


on his knees. "You're not THAT good. Fuck off, I'll do it myself." 
"Go on, then" Noel encourages, eager to peruse Liam's solo work 


"You wanna watch, YOU gotta ask." Liam's hand strokes slowly, squeezing on downbeats, fingers flickering as if 


favoring frets. 


Noel doesn't mind showing HE's not a stubborn jackass. THIS is how you ask nicely..bitch. "Please, Liam, may | 


remain in the front row for your private show?" 


Liam's eyes widen in shock, then narrow in suspicion. That was too easy. "Okay." he allows, pulling his cock while 


pushing his luck ".but don't touch and don't TALK" 


Noel nods, silently accepting restrictions in exchange for unobstructed access to the wealth of information he's 
sure to glean from learning how Liam likes it. Ripple in wrist and tension of tendon have already shown him 


Liam prefers pressure and torque heavier than Noel himself would wish. Good to know.. 


Having secured Noel's compliance, Liam relaxes back into the sofa and closes his eyes. Noel might be a 
domineering, dogmatic dickhead, but Liam has to admit his word is his bond.when he can be moved to GIVE it. 
Fine, he can watch, but that doesn't mean Liam has to. With a sigh, he brings his other hand into play. 


Noel observes how Liam tugs the skin of scrotal sac downward with one hand while increasing the speed of 
stroke with the other, and he slips a hand into his own shorts to try the technique on himself. The stretch 
certainly LOOKS unpleasant, but feels amazing, pulling skin taut along tadger and pinpointing pulse. Liam might be 


onto something.. 

Both brothers are breathing heavily and perspiring lightly, but only Liam's exertions are audible. Slight slap of 
flesh on flesh and soft sighs trembling on the edge of moan are music to Noel's eager ears as he anticipates 
fantastic finale, hoping to hear Liam cry "God!" again like he had when standing on the stairs. 

But, no..only a long, low "Ohhhh" erupts along with Liam's load as Noel literally bites his tongue, tamping his own 
urge to invoke deities, pushing his shorts to the floor while watching creamy gysers jetting forth to splatter 
back down upon Liam's stilled fingers and quaking belly. 

Noel resists impulse to lean forward and taste the glistening streaks, instead placing a firm hand flat upon his 
brother's still-heaving chest and sliding it downward to scrape a palmful of slippery slickness, which he draws 
back to slather upon his own stiffened staff. 

Liam's eyes fly open at the touch. "| said DON'T! 


"Your turn's over." Noel insists. "Now turn over." 


"NO!" Liam shouts, and Noel spies fear in his eyes, which moves him to mercy, but only if Liam has LEARNED 
anything... 


"There's that nasty word again" Noel rocks back to get his feet under him and stands to look down at his 
helpless brother, still stroking himself with Liam's slick secretions and imagining how much more easily he could 
slip inside this time. "If you REALLY don't want it, | need the magic one." 

"Please!" Liam blurts so quickly as to convince Noel the lesson's been worthwhile. Still. 

"Please WHAT?" he demands, deliberately edging back from imminent release. So close.. 


"Please..don't hurt me." Liam loathes his weak whimper, but Noel adores it enough to accept. 


"| won't." he promises as the wracking wave overtakes him and he directs sticky streams onto Liam's 


frightened face "at least not today." 


